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Introduction 


Author's Notes: 
Angst, language, sex scene. 


"l. 2.3. 4. 5. 6," she counted out loud to release the tension. The house was a pigsty. Dishes pilled up in the sink, 
toys strewn everywhere, a pile of washing desperately needing folding, and two tear away kids running through 


on a rampage of virtual destruction 


That day was not a good day, she felt as though everything was on top of her and she'd never get anything 
done. She felt frustrated, annoyed, grumpy and above all incredibly tired. 


So tired. 


Despite those feelings on that day she did genuinely love being a stay at home mother. She loved spending time 
with her children, after all they wouldn't be so young forever and she'd hate to think she missed something 
putting them into day care. 


She flicked off the television as she walked passed. Less noise, more headspace to think about where to start 
with that mess. The dishes? No, she'd have to gather up all the dishes from the rest of the house first to 
make sure they were all done. The toys? No point until the children were headed to bed. Stick on a load of 
laundry and begin gathering up the dirty clothes. Great, perfect place to start. 


And it was just as she began that as per usual, someone needed her. A drink of water please. Something to 
eat, l'm hungry. He took my crayons. 


Knock! Knock! Knock! 
Saved by the bell. A knock at the door. 
"Excuse me kids, mummy needs to get that.” 


Who could it be, the postman probably. Why couldn't they just leave the parcels by the door? The dog was 
going bonkers at this stranger on his territory. She yelled out to him that it was okay, no need for the noise. 
Something crashed from the Toy room, no one crying, no one hurt, deal with the door first. 

Hair unbrushed home-dyed black hair, pyjamas still on at [0am and make up, not a chance. It couldn't have 


been anyone of importance, she had nothing organised that morning. And no one came over unannounced. 


‘Sorry, coming!" She yelled as she heard a second round of knocking. Reaching the door she unlatched it and 
opened it. Expecting a delivery guy, door to door salesman or religious nutter she met her caller with a mix of 


shock and surprise. 


"Jason," she managed after a few seconds of stunned silence, "what are you doing here?" 


"They dropped me, they dropped me from the band, can | come in?" 


She stepped aside letting him in, and the stress of the messy disorganised house seemed to slip away instantly. 
Why was he darkening her doorstep again after so many years? And how had he found her? 


